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Gorju came to his assistance. "Let him alone!
He's a decent fellow," They clenched.

The door flew open, and Marescot, on the threshold,
announced the decision of the council. Hurel had
suggested his doing so.

The road from Tournebu would have a branch road
in the direction of Angleville and leading towards the
eMteau of Faverges.

It was a sacrifice which the commune took upon
itself in the interest of the working-men.

They dispersed.

When Bouvard and Pecuchet re-entered their house,
women's voices fell upon their ears. The servants
and Madame Bordin were breaking into exclamations,
the widow's screams being the loudest; and at sight
of them she cried:

"Ha! this is very fortunate! I have been waiting
for you for the last three hours! My poor garden has
not a single tulip left! Filth everywhere on the grass!
No -way of getting rid of him!"

"Who is it?"

"Pere Gouy."

He had come with a cartload of manure, and had
scattered it pell-mell over the grass.

"He is now digging it up. Hurry on and make
him stop."

"I am going with you," said Bouvard.

At the bottom of the steps outside, a horse in the
shafts of a dung-cart was gnawing at a bunch of
oleanders. The wheels, in grazing the flower borders,
had bruised the box trees, broken a rhododendron,
knocked down the dahlias; and clods of black muck,
like molehills, embossed the green sward. Gouy was
vigorously digging it up.